"That's all I'm asking for."

"Be Jasus!" said Dolly, feeling for a cigarette end in Ms pocket,,
where, like a squirrel, he had carefully secreted it for a rainy day,
"On Sunday I smoke cigars and then on Wednesday it's dockers
I'm looking for."

Gelda was the last in from the Naafi.

"Them Naafi scrags 1" he said disgustedly. "I was only waiting
half an hour, like, for a wad and a cup of tea. Have you noticed
how the rock buns have shrunk? And they say there's no profit.
Christ! if there isn't, somebody's doing a bit of fiddling some-
where."

He gave the room a knowing nod.

It was a large oblong hut, equipped with radiators and electric
light, and contained twenty-two ancient iron beds.

"Only enough to make a battle-ship, like," Gelda would remark.

In between spits and growls a radio blurted out the latest dance
music on the Forces programme. The Piggery had become in-
sensible to noise; perhaps the persistent roars of N.G.Os. had
affected their ear-drums. It was noticeable, too, that all their
conversations were carried on with an even greater gusto than
those by American screen actors.

The radio rested on Dolly's locker, the result being that people
were always pouncing on his bed and dirtying his blankets. Not
that Dolly was fastidious, though naturally he objected to lumps
of clay in the small of his back when he buried himself for the
night.

Sometimes when no one was about, Martin would sneak up to
the set and twiddle the knobs until he was rewarded with strains
of Bach or Beethoven. But if anyone should come in while he was
doing so, he would guiltily return the knob to its original position
and move quickly away, ready to maintain that the wave-length
must have changed itself.

Even a theatre orchestra was considered highbrow, whilst those
who read Picture Post in the library were definitely intellectuals.

A discussion had suddenly arisen, as they usually did, in the
swift manner of a tornado. Gelda began it:

"One thing about sleep," he said philosophically, placing his
trousers on the palliasse and sprinkling them with water from a
mug to make them crease as he slept: "you're about equal to the
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